FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
journey was extreme. To the south there were great
mountains but only twice did they reveal their snowy
summits. I believe that if there had been flowers or pebbles
on the ground I should have collected them for no other
reason than to occupy my time.
Gorumu.
Our camp on an island in the river Naichi was delightful.
For once, we had running water, so to speak, laid on. Our
Tungan acquaintances were going to stay on to prospect in
the region. Their headman always called me by my Chinese
name, Ma Ya Na, whereas the others always spoke of me as
"The Frenchwoman." Li called Peter Musseh, the form of
address always used in speaking to missionaries in China.
I have, regretfully, to declare that Musseh did not think it
worth his while to follow my good example and take a bath
in a natural basin near our tent. The farthest he would
condescend to go was to allow me to wash his shirt in it.
Li went off to make enquiries and came back with the
news that our new camels would not be available for three
days. I quickly decided to turn the delay to account. The
Naichi issued from the mountains to the south and one of the
trails leading to Lhasa wound up the river valley. Ever since
we reached the flat solitude of the Tsaidam those mountains
had been beckoning to me, but there was no persuading
Peter to sacrifice a week to exploring, and I had given up the
hope of getting to know them. Now, with my rucksack on my
back I could spend three days in going, at any rate, some
little distance, up the valley. It was a way of becoming my
own master again, of ceasing to be a mere fragment of a
caravan* Of course Peter was chivalrous and pretended that
I was very useful, but he could not realize how much I
longed to shake off the inertia that had taken hold of rne since
I began travelling with him. I no longer took the lead, no
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